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"Well?" 


Author's Notes: 

Yoooo.. this was meant to be a small little thing but | always need to have some sort of plot. (nervous 
laughter...) 

Anyways, l'm kinda pleased with how this turned out and | hope you guys enjoy! 


(This story is set in the Justice era) 


I's post-show and the energy running through all of them could power a major city. 


No groupies awaited them backstage, and for the most part, they were left to their own devices. No 
interviews to attend to, no audience to meet up with after. The affair was quick and easy, but it left them 
empty-handed. With nowhere to go till the morning and the backstage to themselves, the jittery Dane makes a 
suggestion: 


"How about we do a ‘rock, paper, scissors’ and the losers gets to get fucked over or table or something?" 


For a few moments no one said anything. All that could be heard was Lars' foot anxiously tapping against the 
ground. They all searched Lars' face for a sign of humor, for him just smile and laugh and say: "just kidding!". 
He never did, just looking between the bewildered three for a response. 


"Is this some sort of shitty joke?" James spoke up. Lars glanced to James and shrugged. 


Its whatever you make it out to be," He said, "we've got nothing better to do." James sucked on his teeth and 
looked to Jason and Kirk. 


"Well?" James asked. Kirk's nose scrunched up. 
"Well what?" 


"You all don't seem against it, do you actually want to fuckin do this?" James spoke with a edge to his tone. 
Jason shrunk back in his seat and Kirk wrung his hands in his lap. 


"You're the ringleader, do what you want" Jason said. James could feel all their eyes boring into him now. He 
mentally shook a fist at Jason, but his face betrayed nothing. Seconds ticked by and he swore the others were 
going to combust if he didn't say anything. James drew a thumb over his own stubbly chin and reluctantly 
reached a conclusion 


James wasn't even entirely sure if his head was screwed on right, but he said: 


"Get this show on the road before | change my mind." 


"You're tight." Jason's voice rumbled low in his throat as he slipped himself in as far as he could go. 


"N-No shit" James growled, rolling his shoulders back off the table he was conclusively bent over, "What'd you 
expect, it's not like | do this all the fuckin’ time." 


Jason dryly laughed as he traced one calloused finger over the taut, strained muscles of James' arms. James 
was bound behind his back at the wrists by some cheap rope they happened to find backstage. James could 
pull all he wanted but the knot proved to be effective enough to keep the frontman detained Jason looked him 
over once, and licked his lips. 


‘lm looking good on my side, how about you Ulrich?" Jason asked, his hands returning to James' hips. 


Lars had a similar parallel going on with Kirk. Kirk had his lean arms brought together by duct tape, and 
covering his mouth, was another stripe of tape. Kirk had his forehead pressed against the wood of the table, 


his hips unceremoniously rocking back on Lars' fingers. His moans were congested deep in Kirk due to the 
blockage, muffled effectively by the sliver stripe fastened over his mouth. Lars had this face of self- 


satisfaction, his other hand running over one side of Kirk's narrow hips. 


"Look at him go! My fingers aren't even moving." Lars snorted, bemused. Both Jason and James could see Kirk 


turn a ridiculous shade of red. 


"Don't bully him," Jason panted, "You even added the consequence of gagging him if he lost, give him some 
breathing space." Lars rolled his eyes. 


‘I'm surprised you didn't do the same, unless you want to get caught" Lars pulled his fingers out, Kirk going 
pliant against the table with a wheeze through his nose. "Even if we're ‘alone’, who knows who may come 


around." Jason seemed to faintly remember this was the dressing room. 


"Well, I'd love to see everyone's faces if they saw these two undone.” Jason lightly nudged his hips forward, 


James seething a restrained moan past his teeth. 


"If | didn't have my hands tied behind my back, I'd beat you senseless." James said, but the threat was as 
empty as it could get. 


James was brought back to the scene of Lars and Kirk by the sound of a belt buckle opening. Kirk's hands, 
which were beginning to turn purple, balled up at the indication Lars yanked down his pants and boxers down, 
his cock bobbing out with a grunt. Jason took the bottle of lube that sat near him on the table and threw it 
to Lars. Lars caught the bottle and flicked open the cap, pouring a generous amount on his palm. With a few 
languid strokes, Lars slicked himself up with a soft hum. He wiped his hands off on his shirt and then his hands 
found themselves back on Kirk's body. 


"You ready Hammett?" Lars cooed, and James had to snicker when Kirk rolled his eyes. Lars mocked a giggle, 
and then his palm came down on Kirk's ass, a loud smack resounding in the air. Tears pricked Kirk's eyes as he 
slumped against the table once more. "Don't give me an attitude sweetheart." James felt his cock twitch at the 
sight, a groan managing past James. He could feel Jason smirking behind him, he didn't even have to look. 


"He looks good doesn't he." Jason pressed his chest against his back, his lips brushing the shell of his ear. 


"Yeah..." James groaned. James watched as Lars finally assumed the position once more behind Kirk Kirk's face 


burned hot as he took all of Lars in one swift movement, eyes glazed over in pleasure. 
"Were you waiting for us?" Lars asked. 
"Thought I'd be more appropriate to fuck them in unison" Jason said. Lars raised his eyebrows. 


"Some of the shit you say Newkid really just makes me wonder." Lars mumbled. Jason felt his eyebrows 


crease. 


"The hell-" Jason pulled his hips back, and then with one fell movement he slammed back into James, "-are you 


tryin’ to say-" James cried, a loud and startled indication that pulled a smirk on Lars: lips. 


‘lm trying to say-" Lars mimicked Jason, and pistoned his hips forward, "-you're into some weird fuckin’ shit-" 
Kirk's body seized up in a yelp that he couldn't release, his neck craned back as he fought to breathe. As 
shell-shocked as the two were, they had no time to recover before both of them dove right back in 


"Damn Het, aren't you being g-good" Jason purred, his voice velvet as his palm sat low on his back. All his 
thoughts were melting right out of his ears. James couldn't even muster the words to spit back at him, he 
was simply putty in his hands. James' eyes found their way back to Kirk, with the hopes of focusing on him 


solely to distract him from the mind-numbing pleasure. 


His curls laid heavy on the table, a few strands hanging over his face, shifting with each of Lars’ thrusts. His 
pallor was a rich red, a color that James just wanted to lean into and drag his tongue over. He so desperately 
wished he could lose himself like Kirk could One coherent thought clicked in his head, and it was important 
enough that James could form words from it. 


"T-Take it." James choked out and Lars hazily glanced at James. 

"Hey, your boytoy is trying to say somethin." Lars panted. 

"Take t-the tape off.." James grunted, and Lars laughed. 

"You want to hear Kirk?" Lars laughed, his fingers snaking up Kirk's arms, "That's a first." 


"Please, just fuckin' do it-" James croaked as he squeezed his eyes shut, his voice cracking as one of Jason's 


thrusts hit him right on 


"Never thought I'd hear James beg," Lars' hand snuck up past his shoulder and to Kirk's cheek, his fingers on 
the edge of the tape, "Well, since you asked so ricely.." Lars tore the back tape and Kirk cried out, a red mark 
left in it's wake. His lips swollen, glistening with drool as he finally moaned. It was just so thick and throaty, 
everything Kirk has built up within himself. James' cock outright jumped when the sound reached his ears, and 
as far as he could tell, so did everyone else's. 


"He begged for a good damn reason" Jason shakily added, planting two hands onto the table on either side of 
James. With how messy his thrusts have become, he could tell his climax was beginning to build, slowly but 
surely. Even Lars was beginning to trip up on his thrusts, Kirk's soft whimpers making it clear. 


"S-Shit, why do you only have good ideas when there's a dick in your ass-" Lars spat, pressing his chest 
against Kirk's back as one hand swept his curls away from his nape. Then Lars bit down, hard. Kirk yelped, the 


man now more of a trembling mess than he was a second ago. 


"Lars l-Im going to kill you-" James’ growl faltered into a wail, Jason beginning to pick up speed as the bassist 
pressed his forehead between his shoulder blades. 


"You feel so good.." Jason crooned against his skin, and James felt his vision swim when he felt his tongue rasp 
up against the skin of his back. James gurgled, Jason's tongue inching closer and closer, past his throbbing 
veins and past the flushed skin. Then he suckled on a spot right below his jaw and James’ knees buckled. 


"0-0h my god" His vision was turning white and his head was spinning. James has lost almost all feeling in his 
hands, the rope rubbing his wrists raw with trying to free himself from the confines. He wanted to rip the 

rope off and bang his fists on the table, grab Kirk and kiss him hard, he wanted to do something He wanted a 
distraction, he wanted to feel something else other than the pleasure he was feeling because it was too good 


and too much all at the same time. 
"arder" Kirk murmured underneath his breath, though incoherent, was loud enough to attract Lars’ attention 
"| didn't catch that" Lars spoke as he leaned closer to clarify. 

"Harder," Kirk coarsely rasped, "Fuck me harder.” 


James saw the words hit Lars. It just whirred and then clicked into place, and then something changed within 


Lars. 
"God fucking damnit" Lars growled, low and predatory in his throat. 


During the entire time, Lars seemed to have some ironic acknowledgement towards the situation, he wasn't 


really taking it seriously. 
Well, until now. 


The look on Kirk's face told that he knew that he unleashed a monster upon himself. No one knew what else 
could come from the Dane, so when his hands began to roam, trouble awaited. Lars' hand mangled his fingers 
in Kirk's hair, twirling the curls on his rough hands, almost lovingly in a way. Then in time, Lars gathered 
enough hair in his palm and yanked back, hard, joined with a thrust that shook the table. The sound that 
bubbled up from Kirk almost sent James over the edge. Tonight, Kirk has been making a series of sounds that 
he's never heard from him, not even groupies could pull that out of him. It's just that this one sound happened 


to nearly do him in. 


All the blood in his body focused to his cock, and he felt light-headed. He could even hear Jason whimper 
behind him. Lars‘ grip remained tight in his hair as he pulled back even farther, Kirk's torso being lifted off the 
table with a cry. Kirk's moans have become absolutely shameless, no restraint whatsoever as Lars pounded 
into him. His hips rolled forward with purpose, a mission in mind, that Kirk is unraveling right before everyone's 


eyes. 


James looked back to Jason, who has ceased moving his hips long ago due to the shock. He had this look of 
innocence about him, face flushed and jaw agape, he was in awe. It's like when he was a kid and he just found 
his dad's porn collection. He's seeing so many new things in such little time that his mind can't take in all at 
once. James licked his lips and experimentally rocked back on the bassist's cock, which drew a twitch from him. 


His eyes shot back to James, and James grinned at him over his shoulder. 


"There's nothing stopping you from you making me feel like him." James knew that he struck a chord when he 
felt a thrust that could rival the ones being implemented on the other side of the table. A moan broke 
through him and James resigned himself to the feeling. Both of them were working hard and fast, the rhythm 
created sending the table back and forth, creak after creak spewing from the table. Everything just mushed 
together in his head, from the sparks shooting up James’ spine to the chorus of filthy moans coming from his 
own bandmates. It was a glorious mess that James wouldn't trade for anything. 


James was brought back by Lars' saying something, voice thick and oozing along Kirk's skin. 
"Y-You're so good Kirk, so so good-" Lars hissed. 


"Fuck yes," Kirk clamored, "I-I'm yours, I'm fucking yours-" Lars' hand slipped between his thighs and a broken 


moan came from Kirk. 
"Then come. Come for me." 
Then it was all over. 


Kirk's body jerked up with a wail, and his orgasm came unabashed. He spent himself underneath the table, body 


trembling as each wave of his climax washed over him again and again. Lars milking every last drop from him. 


With that and with Jason delivering the final blow, he hit the tipping point. James loudly cursed as he came, 
everything in his world turned white. It was so overwhelming and intense, surges of warmth swirling in his 
stomach as he finished. Jason's pressed himself to the hilt and then spilt inside of James, his forehead dropped 
onto his back with a groan. Jason's breath was hot over the bitten skin of his nape, one last aftershock 
searing through James before he collapsed against the table. With a distant danish curse, Lars was the last to 


finish, riding through his orgasm with a couple of praises and purrs. 


James safely assumed that after this ordeal, a shower and a talk was in order. 


After a minute or two of recovery, Jason and Lars were completely fine. Kirk and James, however, weren't. It's 
not like they were hurt or anything, it was more so the fact that they've been literally fucked over a table 
and were having problems gathering their thoughts together. When they were being coaxed to stand, neither 


of them could without their knees giving. 

They individually had to be helped to the showers, and had to help with showering as a result. It was expected 
to be awkward but it was oddly soothing for them all. Sure, a couple of looks were sent to one another, but it 
felt normal. Jason and Lars washed down their respective partners, nothing said as the water began to run. 
James never considered himself attracted to guys, and often mentally kicked himself if he dared to think about 
it. 

James sighed as Jason's hand ran over his aching muscles, the steam in the room loosening his body up more 
to his touch. When James went to brush a wet strand of hair clinging to his forehead away, a nagging, sharp 
pain immediately stopped him. 

"Shit" James breathed, and Jason's hands stopped. 


"You alright?" Jason said. 


James over his shoulder and eyed his wrists, still bound. Jason followed his eyes down, then looked back at 


James. 

"Shit, | completely forgot." James rolled his eyes. "I can grab the scissors real quick" 

"Sure, sounds like a plan" Jason was about to leave, but his hands hesitated 

"Can you stand on your own?" 

"Jason" James couldn't have sounded more exasperated. 

"Got it" Jason's hands disappeared off his body, and for a moment he believed to have missed them. As he 
left, Jason grabbed a towel off a rack and wrapped it around his waist. Then he was out the door. James 
leaned against the tile wall, back in thought. 

This entire night was just a curveball to James' way of life. Well, whatever happened, happened. 

The issue was that he happened to like it. 

He wasn't sure if he was just too ramped up on adrenaline to care or curiosity somehow got the best of him. 
James, for the most part, viewed his bandmates in a platonic light. There always was something there though. 
He just doesn't know if it was tonight was the beginning of a long, drawn out mess or it's been like that for a 
while and only now he got it. 


"Found ‘em." Jason returned, the scissors in hand. 


"Thank fuck, | thought | was going to have to chop my hands off” 


They got the rope off James and the duct tape off Kirk, but the post-sex glow disappeared as they saw the 
carnage left behind. 


"Not exactly good that you nearly cut off all the blood circulation to both of the guitarist's hands." James 
grumbled, draping the cold towel over the raw skin of his wrists. They all sat in a small lounge area provided 
for them, donned with a small couch and a few scattered chairs. James and Kirk sat beside each other on the 


couch and the other two found chairs to sit on 


"In our defense, you guys seemed to like it" Lars pointedly said, a beer pressed up to his lips. James opened his 
mouth to speak, but nothing came out. Kirk just averted his eyes to a nearby wall and nervously laughed. 


"Well, anyways," Kirk waved away the statement, "we'll just rest up and hope they heal up before the next 


place we have to be at" Lars made a face. 


"Ok, let's just be honest, did you guys hate it?" Lars said. Jason, a nearly forgotten party, sat not far from 
Lars, with a similar question in his gaze. James picked the lint off his sweatpants, lips pursed in a thin line. He 
knew the talk had to happen, but coming down it now, he really didn't want to touch on the subject. Kirk's 
uneasy smile fell and he sighed. 


"Shit Lars, I'm still trying to process that even happened," Kirk rubbed at his eyes, his voice heavy, "like, come 
on, my own bandmate and close friend just fucked me over a table and it was." Kirk's words faltered, a blush 


spreading over his features. 


"When you put it like that." Lars ran a hand through his hair, his face turning a soft pink A moment passed 
before James decided to raise his gaze, and he was met with everyone staring at him. 


" What?" 

‘lm asking the same question to you, Hetfield" Lars said. 

"| didn't hate it" James meekly said, and he could hear Lars choke on his beer a little. James looked back to 
him and can see that his hold on his shock was slippery. Out of his focus, he could see a flash of hope in 


Jason's expression. 


"Then.. how do you feel about it?" Lars asked, setting aside the can James tapped his long fingers against the 


armrest of the couch, taking a moment to breathe before he spoke. 


It was nice, | guess," James continued, "I'm still kinda conflicted on it, kinda like Kirk, but it's not like | don't 
want to consider it in the future." 


"So you liked having Newkid up your ass?" Lars blurted. Jason shot Lars a glare that screamed at him to stop, 


his lips pursed and face red. 

"Sure." James said. Jason's face burned brighter. 

"You heard that Jason?" Lars turned around in his seat, "You've got Hetfield to turn into Homofield!" 

"Watch yourself now, Ulrich." James growled, and Lars wryly smiled. 

"Its not like I'm wrong." 

Kirk kinda had this panicked expression back on his face, eyeing Lars' in a similar way as Jason did. Out of the 
corner of his eyes he could see Kirk making subtle hand gestures to ‘knock it off. Jason had his head in his 
hands, curling in on himself as Lars just yakked away. The scene was just so bizarre, that James couldn't help 
but just laugh at the absurdity of the situation Jason raised his head, Kirk halt and Lars shut his mouth for 
once. 


"Ah," James said, "I fuckin’ love you guys." 


"You sure ‘bout that?" Kirk said, "You're saying this to a bunch of brats." Kirk specifically glanced to Lars, who 
scoffed right back at him. James shrugged. 


"To be honest, | wouldn't want it any other way." 


